CHAPTER 286 


May 26, 2014 


“Huh... Still no response. Aigis usually gets back quickly to me on this stuff.” 


Justin sat on the couch, rubbing his drowsy eyes in the early morning as he 
continuously refreshed his inbox in hopes of finding an email from Aigis. Now, 
granted, if this was a really big thing at the company, Justin was in no position to 
really be demanding information on the topic, but he figured being a part of their 
little organization and all, he at the very least deserved to know everyone was 
alright after a break in. Besides, even if Aigis didn’t tell him specifically what was 
going on, she could at the very least say that she didn’t have the privilege to say. 
As it stood, it was as though she were maintaining radio silence or something along 
those lines. It wasn’t like her to not even send an email back to confirm she had 
gotten an email in the first place. Justin got a really bad feeling in his gut that 
something wasn’t quite right. 


“| wouldn’t worry about it; she’s probably just busy with the investigation.” Chie 
tried to reassure him. After all, she probably had so many questions to answer, she 
didn’t even have time to check her email... Hell, Chie didn’t even know Aigis DID 
have an email. She wasn’t really sure why in retrospect. | guess part of her just had 
to question why a robot spent their time with an email account, but then, she didn’t 
really consider the practical business uses of possessing an account. | think she was 
more surprised Justin knew what her email was, and even more so than that, that 
he seemed to be surprised she wasn’t responding immediately. Like they emailed 
each other on a regular basis or something. Granted, Chie did the same with 
Akihiko, even if through written medium and not through email... and her letters 
tended to be largely ignored much to her dissatisfaction, but you know, it just struck 
her as odd that Justin was mingling with an android, as human as she seemed to be. 
Guess it was just some subtle revenge scheme for all the times Chie called Akihiko 
master. Justin sighed a bit before flipping his laptop shut. Chie had a valid point; 
Aigis had more important things to do than be a PR consultant for some kid in 
college... It was just it conflicted so much with her normal behavior that he couldn’t 
help but wonder just how large scale this break in was. 


“Yeah, you’re probably right.” He eventually shrugged. He was just gonna have to 
hope and pray things were going alright. In the mean time however, life still went 
on around him, and he found he had more pressing matters to attend to in his 
personal life... And then some not so pressing matters as well. Mind you, just 
because Justin managed to start a chain reaction of puke last night didn’t mean 
some people were deterred by the prospect of partying hard. And by some people | 
mean Maya. And that’s literally it. She had some serious substance abuse problems. 
At the moment, her head was planted flat against the table in front of her, body 


limp against the floor in her drunken slumber. For some reason, that pissed Justin 
off beyond all belief. Possibly because he could never sleep that well, even when he 
was drunk off his fucking mind. More so, however, he didn’t approve of her boozing 
till she was unconscious; and this was coming from a man who did quite a bit of 
boozing himself. He grumbled a bit to himself before raising his foot, bending his 
knee in wards to pose himself to kick Maya right in her side. He had expected that 
to wake her up, but instead it just caused her to roll over onto the floor. Of course, 
the collision with the floor managed to wake her up pretty quickly. Within a split 
second she immediately sprang to life, tripping over herself as she stumbled around 
a bit, as if trying to escape from some invisible evil. Her eyes were wide and her 
heart was thumping. It took her a couple seconds to realize where she was and 
calm the fuck down. A deep breath. She was still alive, so that was good. “Wow... | 
didn’t think | kicked you THAT hard. You alright?” 


“Yeah... yeah I’m fine.” She sighed before running her fingers through her hair, 
clamping onto the roots as if she feared someone would come and steal it from her 
if she let go. You would have thought she’d be madder at Justin for kicking her in 
her sleep, but she just seemed relieved to be awake and in one piece. Give it an 
hour or so for her to realize that Justin kicked her upside her head, and she’d kick 
his ass. “Just a bad dream...” Chie scratched at the side of her head, as if she had 
never heard anything stranger. Which is funny because it wasn’t all that strange in 
the first place. | guess she was just surprised that Maya had bad dreams; she 
seemed like a pretty tough girl when it came to that stuff. After all, if you could 
sleep in an abandoned, rat infested car for a year of your life just like a baby, you 
would think nothing could bother you in your sleep. Alas, that wasn’t true in the 
slightest. 


“Bad dreams? What of?” She questioned with curiosity; as if she was really in any 
position to know what went on inside Maya’s head at night. Though Justin supposed 
it was better to see Maya’s nightmares than the ones he had; and everyone would 
be better off not seeing some of their other friend’s dreams. God only knows what 
sick perverted things ran through Yosuke’s mind at night; a sentiment that seemed 
to be exemplified after Justin heard about his and Maya’s little bedroom 
shenanigans. No. He really did not want to know how that shit managed to get in 
her hair, and she wasn’t willing to tell either, so they’d leave it at that. All the same, 
Justin did know exactly what Maya was talking about, even if no one else did, and 
even if she didn’t talk about it with other people all that much. But then, no one 
ever asked her about it. Hell, her brother used to tell her to stop whining about it 
before she left home. Did she ever mention how much of an asshole her biological 
brother was? Because he was a REAL asshole. Justin sighed, resting his feet on the 
coffee table on front of them. 


“You still have those falling dreams?” Justin questioned. She nodded timidly in 
return, as if still trying to grasp it was only a dream. She had those dreams so many 
times, you would think she’d be used to it by now, and yet it only seemed to get 


worse everytime. For years she had been plagued by nightmares of her just falling, 
faster and faster, speeding up as she made her way closer and closer to the ground; 
and just before she splat against the pavement, she woke up. They say that if you 
die in your dreams you die in real life, which is why you always wake up before you 
die in your sleep; and given how superstitious Maya was, she totally believed it. She 
was only grateful she managed to wake up that one time whoever was in charge of 
her dreams decided to add a plane. Let’s put it this way; propellers were the last 
thing you wanted to see when you were falling from the sky like a stone. Because 
propellers chewed up rocks and birds NOOOOOOOO problem. 


As a result, over the years Maya had developed a slight phobia of falling: not 
heights or anything like that mind you, tripping, slipping, all that kind of stuff that 
could cause you to tumble onto your face. And you know that mini-heart attack you 
had when you slipped on the stairs? Maya got that times three, and it was 
absolutely horrifying, not only to be in her position, but to watch as she went into 
this reclusive state of fear. When Justin had caused her to tip off the table and onto 
the floor, that phobia went into full swing: because now not only was she falling in 
her dreams; she was falling in real life. And she did hit the ground. She had 
legitimately thought she was dead for a moment before she realized she hit the 
ground in the real world and not her dream. If there was ever a reason for her to 
believe in God, it were these little moments like this where what should have killed 
her turned out to be some cruel prank by fate. She was completely and utterly 
convinced the big man upstairs was laughing at her, like this was all some big game 
of ding dong ditch, and she had just put out the flaming bag of dog shit with her 
bare feet. 


“I’m alright... I’m alright...” She mumbled to herself, though it didn’t really take a lip 
reading expert to have a good idea what she was saying to herself. It was a lot less 
of confirmation that she was fine towards the rest of her friends and more her 
reassuring herself that it was all just a dream. Justin knew that all too well; he had 
seen her like this so many times back home where she'd accidentally roll off the 
couch and wake up in a frenzy, so he already knew that she wasn’t okay. He sighed, 
Slipping his laptop off to the side before crouching down to get beside her and 
wrapping his arm around her shoulder and reassurance. Maya was just happy to 
have something to cling to; probably because as long as she held tightly onto 
something she couldn’t fall, right? | mean, unless that thing fell too, but she’d rather 
not think her only avenue of standing still could fall with her. 


“Don’t worry, it’s just a dream.” Justin sighed, patting her slightly on the back as if 
that would cheer her up in the slightest (spoilers, it didn’t.) Still, despite how 
ridiculous it was that Justin was treating Maya like some kind of child who thought 
they found a monster under their bed, she was more than grateful enough to have 
something to cling to reality, and for that reason she did not complain in the 
slightest to find herself in the arms of Justin. Chie had been watching on with 
concern for a while, still not entirely sure what was going through Maya’s brainpan 


to make her jump like that, but eventually her concern gave way to the light of 
hope, and she eventually managed to crack a timid grin. You know, it was funny, as 
much as Justin tried to claim he didn’t know a thing about taking care of kids, he 
took care of his sister so well; and sure, she wasn’t a kid, as much as she acted like 
she was at times, it was that claim to responsibility that tickeled Chie’s heartstrings 
a little. 


Of course, more importantly than that, she never wanted to hear Justin bitch and 
moan about not knowing what to do after today. She was seriously going to hold 
him to this promise she made with herself on Justin’s behalf. And if you think for a 
second Justin was surprised she was going by some imaginary promise he never 
actually said, well, you’d be dead wrong. 


